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God for his mercy ! what trechcry is here? 

Du. Why, what is itmy Lord? 

Yorke. Giue me my bootcs I fav,faddlc my horfe,. 

Now by mine honour 5 my life, my troth, 

I will appeach the villaine. 

Du. What is the matter? 

Yorhf. Peace foolifh woman. 

Du. I will not peace, whatis the matter Aumerle l 
Aum. Good mother be content, it is no more 
Then my poore life muff anfwere. 

Du. Thy life anfwere ? 

Yo-rt^. Bring me my bootes, I will vnto the King. 

His Man enters with hi* Bootes. 

Du. Strike him Aumerle, poore boy thou art amazdi, 
Hence villaine, neuermore come in my fight. 

Yorke. Giue me my bootes I fay. 

Du . Why Yorke, what wiltthou do? 

Wilt not thou hide the trefpafie of thine owns?'' 

Haue we more fonnes ? or are we like tohaue?. 

Is not my teeming date drunkevp with time ? 

And wilt thou pluck e my.fatre fonne from mine age^ 

A nd robbe mee of a happie mothers name? 

Is he not like thee ?~is he not'thinc ownei 
York?. Thou fond mad womap. 

Wilt thou conceale this darke confpiracie ? 

A doozen of them heere, haue tane the facrament* 

And interchangeably fetdowne their hands, 

To kill the King at Oxford. 

Du. He flhall benone,weelekeepehimheerc. 

Then what is that to him? . . r * 

Tor. A wayfond woman,were h^twentie times my lonne, 


I would appeach him. 

Du. Hadft thou groand for him as I haue done. 

Thou wouldft be more pittifuli : 

But now I know thy minde,thou doft fulpett 
That I haue becne difloyall to thy bed,. 

And thatheis a.ba£tard,notthy fonne s Sv^ccte 


Sweete Yorke, fwcete husband benotof thatmmde. 

He is as lik thee as a man may be, 

Not like me or any of my kinne. 

And yet I lone him. 

Yorke. Make way vnruly woman. exit, 

Du. After Aumerle : mount thee vpon his borfe, 

Spur, poff and get before him to the ICing, 

Andbcg thy pardon ere he do accufe thee, 
lie not be long behind, though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as faff as Yorke, 

And neuer will I rife vp from the ground, 
TillBullingbrooke haue pardoned thee, away, begone. 
Enter the King With his Nobles. 

Kmz H. Can no man tell me of my vnthrifeie fonne? 

Tis full threemonths fince I did fee him laft y 
If any plague Hang ouer vs, tis hce*, 

I would to God my Lords,he mightbe found : 

Inquire at London.mongft tlieTauernes there. 

For there they fay, he daily doth frequent. 

With vnrefhained loofe companions, 

Euen fuch (they (ay) as Hand in narrow lanes^ 

And beat our watch, and robbe our pafiengers, 

Which he yong wanton and effeminate boy, 

Takes on the point of honor to fupport fo difToJute a crew. 

N. Per. MyLord,fome two daies fincel faw the Prince. 
And told him of thofe triumphs held at Oxford. 

K**g' And what faid the gallant? 

Ptrcie. His anfwere was, he would to the ftewes.. 

And from the commoneft creature plucke a gloue, 

And wearc it as a fauour,and with that 
He would vnhorfe theluftieffChaUenger. 

H. As diffol^ite as dcfperate,yet through both 
. ee fomefparkles of better hope, which elder yeares 
May happily bring forth. But who comes heere? 

Enter Ah merle amazed. 

iw tIie Kin S ? (fo wildly? 

**% H ' What ®eancs our coofin that he flares and lookes 

Aum* 



